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Chapter | 


Everyone always thinks I'm the sex crazed one, but they're wrong. It's David. Always has been. Even when he 
was younger, he was demanding it five, six, seven times a day. Its how he earned his "Rabbit" nickname, ‘couse 
he'd go at it like a fuckin’ rabbit. Even now, as he closes in on fifty, he demands it at least once a day, getting 
all pouty and wide eyed if he doesn't get what he wants. And | can't fuckin’ keep up with his demands for a 
good fucking. 


So, a couple of months ago, | made a really tough decision | gave David permission to go and find a playmate on 
the understanding that once they'd established a routine he'd bring them home. You can imagine how fuckin’ 
tough that was for me. It's like breaking up the sanctity of our relationship. That and I'm a clingy, possessive 
motherfucker. | don't like sharing my things with anyone. But | had to make that choice because | know that I'll 
lose him if | don't. 


And | know he's found someone but, as of yet, he hasn't divulged their name. He's always been like that, keeping 
things quiet, and, right now, | hate him for it. There's a renewed spring in his step, a sparkle in his eyes, and 


bite marks on his chest. Someone's definitely getting some tail 


Last night, he kissed me, hugged me and told me he'd be back in the morning. Watching him race from the 


studio all but broke my heart. But what can | do? He wants something | can't give him and it's slowly killing us 
both. 


Sitting on the counter in the kitchen, a mug of coffee in my hands, | stare out at the garden and collect my 
thoughts on the latest album. We've already released one track and its been slated by just about everyone. 
Been called another Risk. Fuck ‘em! What do they know? We're all changing, evolving. Why do they always want 


carbon copies of our previous albums? 

My mind switches to my failing sex drive and | slump against the cupboards behind me with a sigh. How do 
you explain to someone that its not them, it's you. Its your body telling you you've punished it enough and 
now it wants a rest. Fuck, | want to show him | still love him but it ain't happening. At least not now. lim hoping 


whoever he brings home will be able to remedy that. 


Through the house, | hear the front door slam shut. It's not a gentle slam. It's the sound of it being kicked 


shut before someone's thrown against it. 

What. 

The. 

Fuck?! 

Putting the coffee down, | slide to the floor and pad through the house. Leaning against a wall, | stare at the 
front door. David's there, his back to me, with someone pressed against the wood. Hands grab and snatch and 
explore, heated, hurried kisses being exchanged. Fingers wander under the hems of clothes, linking around belt 
loops and pulling. Something in me begins to stir. 

| cough and David swings around, revealing who he's with. My jaw hits the floor, eyes no doubt wide, and they 
both grin. My fuckin boyfriend only has to go and hook up with one of the most in demand people in the music 


industry. 


"David, really?! Out of all the people in the world you had to go and get another Dave?!" Grinning, | hold out my 
hand. "How you doin’, man?" 


With an equally wide smile, Dave Grohl takes my hand and shakes it. "Good. And yourself?" 
"Getting there. Coffee?" 

He laughs, those dark eyes sparkling. "Like Im gonna turn that down’ 

Starting the coffee machine, | set out three mugs, listening to them talk behind me. 


"Well, this is awkward" David. 


"You think this is awkward? | can tell you stories which'll make you run for the hills" Dave. 
"If they're about you dressed up in drag, fire away. Those | can listen to all day,” 
"Seriously, you should try it. Might make you feel better.” 

"What are you now? A therapist?" 

There's a low, husky chuckle. "Might be. 


Something inside of me warms, the ice which has built around my heart over the past weeks and months 
cracking. This is something David's needed for a while. Hell, it's something we've both needed. A break from the 
mental anguish for me, and someone for him to chill out with. Filling the mugs with coffee, | turn and find 
them sitting on stools around the island, David leaning his head against Dave's shoulder. A hand works at my 
boyfriend's shoulder and, for the first time in months, | can see that he's relaxed, eyes dark and heavy. 


You know, | should be jealous. Should be upset. But I'm not. Just seeing them leaning against one another gives 
me an odd sense of serenity, as though another piece in the puzzle of our lives as dropped in to place. Seeing 


David so relaxed makes me happy. Deep down, | know it's what | want for him. 


We bullshit over coffee, the usual stuff guys talk about when they get together; music, guitars, what's 
exciting us, what's pissing us off, what we're driving. More coffee and the discussions get deeper; politics, 


causes close to our hearts. 


Finally the conversation dies down and | watch them look into each other's eyes, as though searching for the 
secrets to the universe. Were David and | like that once? Are we still like that? When they give in and kiss, | 
get up to leave, feeling a little dejected 


"IIl leave you to it," | mumble. 


A hand snaps around my wrist. Its not David's hand holding me but it's his eyes staring at me with an 
intensity | haven't seen for months. 


| let them lead me up the stairs, their kiss barely breaking as the bedroom door is kicked open The stirring | 
felt earlier returns, swirling around my groin In one corner of our room is a high backed chair and | sit, legs 


spread, to enjoy the show. 
And they don't disappoint. 


Fingers wander, tickling beneath shirts, before the clothing is swept up and away. Soon there's a small pile of 
black clothes pooled on the floor and | find myself openly staring at a pair of tanned, honed bodies. The stirring 


grows, becoming a raging red inferno. My own body is awakening, sensations | haven't felt in months roaring 


through it. Wrapping a hand around my groin, | squeeze my hardening cock through my jeans. The hiss | let out 


catches David's attention, his lust glazed eyes gazing over Dave's shoulder. 
"What do you think?" he asks. 
"Think about what?" Dave replies. 


Touching his lover's face, David guides those dark eyes to me until they're both watching me. Their faces 
change, grins twisting my lips. 


"Take your cock out," David commands. 


| feel my heart jump, sweat suddenly prickling my skin. Fuck, that was hot. Hot to hear him speak like that. 
With shaking hands, | do as he says, lifting myself so | can push my jeans down my thighs, my cock springing 
free. The two men look at one another, grin, and sink to their knees. Fuck! Have they planned this?! Eyes, one 


pair caramel, the other chocolate, are locked on to mine, watching as they crawl toward me. 


Kneeling up, they link hands, tongues touching before they fall in to another deep, frenzied kiss. Free hands 
snatch at hair, fingers winding around heads and pulling them closer. | want to touch them, want to force their 
gorgeous mouths to my aching cock. But the Dave Mustaine who would have done that died a year ago when 


my libido took a nose dive. The current Dave Mustaine will sit and watch until he's invited to join in. 


Right now, just watching them is doing enough for me. Bruised lips fight for dominance, deep groans and hisses 
filling the air. | let out a tiny, strained groan as two warm, welcoming mouths kiss around my cock, tongues 

darting between lips, each tasting the other as they stroke my hard flesh. | can barely keep my eyes open, the 
blood thundering through my head as the knot of pleasure tightens. My hands grip the arms of the chair, my 


growls turning to frenzied grunts. 
"Fucking shit, David. | hiss. 


| nearly lose it as two pairs of eyes snap to mine. The two men move like predators, slow, fluid movements, 
arms winding around one another as they go in for the kill. David's lips close over the head of my cock while 
Dave gently sucks on my balls. Never have | felt like this and | can't remember when | was last lavished with 


such attention. Probably before my body began to fail me. 


Slowly their mouths work along me until they meet, Dave's teeth finding David's lower lip. That's when the knot 
inside of me explodes, my hips rising from the chair as | spill down David's throat. He eagerly sucks and laps, 
taking everything | have. 


With a hazy head, | sink back to the chair, my eyes barely open In front of me, | can make out two shadows 
becoming one, their soft sounds reaching my ears. | don't want to come down from wherever I've floated to 


but, fuck me, | want to see what's going to happen next. 


Taking several deep breaths, | manage to focus and find them spread out on the bed. They say nothing, their 
bodies doing the talking for them. A bottle of lube is clasped in one of David's hands and, when | realise what 
he's doing, | nearly pass out again Never have | seen him take another. Hell, he's never even been in me, my 
inhibitions never falling that far. It's something | regret because, for so long, | know I've been keeping part of 


him locked away. 


Kicking off my jeans, | inch to the bed and kneel beside them, silently watching. They move as one, hands linked. 
Dave is pressed against the bed, ark hair spilling over the pillows, arms stretched tight above his head as 


David rocks in to him. 


I'm suddenly aware that dark eyes are watching me and, with a smile, Dave gestures me closer, drawing me in 
for a soft kiss. A bolt of electricity snaps down my spine and | can feel my cock stirring once more. A hand 
winds in to my hair and l'm guided to David's mouth, his tongue sweeping across my lips. His hand joins the one 
in my hair, and I'm pulled into a wet, messy three way kiss. Gasping, | allow them entry, my Tongue battling 
with theirs. My hands cling to them, drawing them both close. Their sweat slicked skin brushes against my 


arms, their kisses growing more frenzied. | feel their groans, feel their pulses beating against my flesh. 


Dave pulls away from me, lithe body arching from the bed. Stretching out, | slide a hand between them, my 
fingers wrapping around his cock. He groans, hands grabbing at myself and David. My own erection throbs 
against my stomach and | slide my fingers down to it, stroking to the beat of their movements. David's mouth 
finds the side of my head, lips buried into my hair before he moves away, his mouth returning to Dave's. 


They come together, David's head buried against Dave's shoulder as they shudder and groan. Warm seed soaks 


my hand before my own, more powerful, orgasm rolls over me. 
For the first time in many months, | feel alive. An awareness courses through me, lighting every inch of me. 


Watching these two, beautiful men has made me realise that I've locked away so much over the years, hidden 
it away, and tried to forget. Suddenly I'm beginning to feel a new freedom. 


Two Months Later. 


The house has changed, for the better | feel. | have no regrets about the choice | made. In fact, I'm glad | 
went ahead with it. 


David is far more relaxed now, his old, chirpy self returning. He and Dave all but live in a little nest in one 
corner of the house, chilling and creating this crazy ass music. He seems to have found a muse in the younger 
man, something | only want to encourage. 


And Dave seems to have a sixth sense, melting in to the shadows when David and | need time together. 


| don't know what | was scared of. | suppose | thought David would repeat old habits and pick up some junkie 


piece of scum. But that's not what happened. | haven't lost David. Quite the opposite. I've gained a new friend 
and regained a part of my life. 


